POLISH  AMERICANS

them all. You pick one out, and we'll go home with
him."

I picked a man of medium size, medium age, blue
eyes, face blacker than a cake-walking nigger's. " We
go home with you, Sigismund," said Father Kasaczun,
introducing me to the miner, whose last name was
Zakrzewski, and who grinned through his grime. "You
wait till I clean up," said Sigismund. " No, my friend
wants to see you dean up."

We went to a two-story double house on Main
Street, in Sugar Notch, newly painted, with a nice front
porch. But we didn't go up on the porch. We went
round to the baek, where a vegetable garden was strug-
gling, into a cement basement with an old-fashioned
wooden washtub and a faucet. Sigismund called his
wife, stripped himself to the waist, bent over the tub.
She poured buckets of water over his head while he
soaped himself; then she scrubbed his back. The grime
came off amazingly easy, and floated on the water's sur-
face. She went away, while he took off his pants, fin-
ished the job, dressed, and we went upstairs. He owned
his little house. It had good furniture, plush sofas, fancy
lamps, radio in the parlour; electric ice-box, porcelain
coal-burning range, and other modern gadgets in the
kitchen. On the parlour wall Christs,. Madonnas, Presi-
dent Roosevelt, and a framed motto with religious
symbols and bright-coloured lettering which said, "Boze
blogoslaw naszemu domowi" (God bless our home) to
you. The elderly wife, beaming, since I was there with
the family priest, showed us over the house, and upstairs
was a fine, clean, modern bathroom, white tub and all!
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